
TheTra^edy of Hamlet 


The Qneen carowfes to thy fortune Hamlet, 

Ham. Good Madant. 

King, gertrard doe not drinke. 

Quee. I vyill my Lord, I pray you pardon me.' ‘ 

King. ItisthepoyfMcdcupiitistoo late. 

Ham. I dare not drinke yet Madam, by and by.’ 

Come, letme wipe thy face. 

Laer. My Lord He hit him now. 

King. I doe not think’c. 

Laer. And yet it is almoft againft my conlcience. 

Ham. Come,for the third Laertes, ym doe but dally, 

I pray you pafle with your beft violence,. ^ 

I am fure you make a wanton of me. 

Z-rfw.Say you lb ? come on* 

Oifr. Nothing neither way v 

Have at you now. , 

King. Part them, they are incens’e.’ 

Hrfw. Nay come againe. 

07?r. Looke to the Queen there ho. 

Hora. They bleed on both fide^, how is’t hay Lord ? 
Ofir. How is’t Laertes ? 

Lae.W hy as a woodcock to mine own (prindge OJfriekf i 
Tarn juftly kill’d with mine owne treachery. 

Ham. How does the Queehe ? 

Shelwounes tofeethembleed.. ; 

^«f.No,no,the drink, the drink,0 my dcare Hamleh 
The drinke, the drinke, I am poyfoned. 

Ham O villaine ! ho let the doore be locke, 

Treachery, feeke it out. 

Laer. It is here Hamlet ; thou art flainej 
No medicine in the world can doe thee gooi 
In thee there is not halfean houres life. 

The treacherous inflrument is in thy hand. 

Unbated and envenom’d, the fonlefwftice 
Hath turn’d it felfe on me ; lo here I lye 
Never to rife againe : thy mother’s poyfbn’d, 
lam nomore,the King, theKing’stoblamcj 
Ha.Tbe point envenom’d too, then venom to thy work. 



(Pflticc of 

Sire thoo in<rfi»“s 

tr^CneefOTKiveneffe with me noble Hamlet* ^ 

^USv"S’makctheefreeofit^ 

7 am dead Horatio .wretched Queen adieu. 

You that looke pale and tremble at *■ 

That arebut mutes or audience to this aft, , j 

Hadibuttime (asthis fell S^nt death 
Isftria in his arreft) O I 5?°“ ’ 

But let it be: 

Thou lived, report me and my caufe aright 
Totheunfatisfied. 

Hora. Never beleeve it, 

Iammoreananti^ue^eW‘«»rhanax7<<» , 

Here’s yet fome liquor left* 

H/iw.Asth’arc aman 

Give me the cup, let goe,by heaven He hav t . 

O God iTor-*r/o what a wounded name, 

Things ftanding thus unknown, fhall I leave behmd m . 

Ifthou didft ever hold me in thy heart 

Abfent thee from felicity a while, ... . 

And in this harlb world draw thy breath in pame yimareha 

To tell my dory ; what warlike noife is this ? farre off . 

Enter Ofrickg. 

Ofr.^om%Forthbra(fem\^concffxeQiCOmt£xcmPola»d 

Th’Etnbafladors oi England gives this warlike volly. 

Ham. O I dye Horatio^ 

The potent poylbn quite ore-growes my ipirit f 
T cannot live to heare the newes from-E;?^/^»^f 


